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CHAPTER I.
No Coal.

OU flat-foote- d Senegamblon,'
Bald Mr. Kettle, the Mate
"It you drop any more o;
that green paint on mi

aecks, I'll make you go down oiyour knock-knoe- s and Hok them clean
1 don't believe you've ever seen s
winch before, much less painted one
And yet you have the nerve to sigt

n here as A.B."
"I always accustomed, snr, to pui

on paint wld a bniBh. I don't con-
sider a vnd of wnste a proper gen
Ueman's tool."

"AnBwer mo back, would you, you
plum-colore- d Bon of a palm-nut- ? Vt
ttke to point out just here that 1

on't allow deck-hand- s whethei
they be white, yellow, snuff and but
ter-color- or juat plain black U
tire me any back talk so long as '

am Mr. Mate of this packet. Arid
don't you forget it."

The sentence was punctuated with
bard kicks bestowc' by a neatly pipe
clayed shoe on any part of the huge
Ticious-lokin- g negro's anatomy thai
the little officer could reach. The
man had drawn the knife from the
Qheath at the back of his belt, am"
was openly prepared for murder. Bui
the mate gave him no chance to usf
Jt He chased him about the decks
with such vigor and venom that the
fellow could not turn round to strike
And when at last the man tripped
over n steam-pip- e and the knife wenl
flying, Mr. Kettle instead of pitching
Jt ovefboard, kicked it contemptuous"
Jy back to its owner.

"There's your knife. Put It bad
hi its sheath, or I'll smash you some
more. And now get back to your
work."

"Yes. sar."
"Understand how to lay on paint

with a wad of waste?"
"Yes, sar."
"Get ahead, then."
The negro painted with diligence

and skill, leaving the surface he
louched a fine rasping green, with nt
uperfluouB paint that would subse-

quently run and grow ropy, and cut-
ting clean straight lines at hit
edges. It is a high art to paint ac
eurately with a wad of cotton-wast- e

and many men, including the house
painter, have it not. But steamei
tradition says that the African negrc
when he paints shall not se a brush,
and the sea sumptuary 1; ws are se.
vere. So the nugro Is forced te
learn the skill of his h -- Us with the
homelier instrument.

"Mr. Kettle?"
"Sir."
The mate looked aft to the uppei

bridge, and beheld there the blowsj
head and still blowsier tobacco-pip- e

or Captain Saturday Famish.
"Will you come to the chart house

a minute?"
"Aye, aye, sir--"
The inside of the steamship Nor-

man Towers' chart house smelt of
clothes and varnish. Its walls wer
decorated with a shelf of professional
works; nn of the Norman
Towers in impossible colors on an
impossible sea, from the brush of a

largo pleasant-face- d lady in bursting
satins, this last being Mrs. Saturda)
Famish.

Captain Famish lowered hlmsell
into a large red velvet arm-chai-

which lurched dangerously as It mel
his weight.

"That starboard caster off again,"
he grumbled. "Chips must have
mended it five times this trip alone.'

"The carpenter's inefficient, sir,'
said his chief officer stiffly. "He
needs keeping up to his job. If you'!1
let me take him in hand, I'll under
take he does the thing thoroughl)
this time. I'll make him a good
carpenter, sir, if you'll let me have
the handling of him. I could mak
(the Towers look a different boat, sir,
by the time we reach Liverpool, II
lyou'd lit mo have full use of the
carpenter,"

"And never have him come near
the old packet again? No, you don't,
Mr. Kettle, me man. Ivo had Chips
Bailing with me six years now, and 1

like him. He's idle, but he under-
stands the boat, and he's got a
neat trick with that penny whistle."

"He can blow tuneB out of that
whistle," the chief officer admitted
grudgingly, "and that's a fact. But
OB a carpenter he's a holy fraud.
Look here, sir, if you want a smart
Bhip "

"1 don't. I want a comfortable
one. What's the clock? y

to twelve. Dash my whls.
kers! But that's five minutes after
the time for my 'morning.' "

He got up, took a whisky bottle
nnd tunlbler from Insido the folding
wash-stand- , and poured himself out
nn accurate three fingers, holding the
glass to the light so as to be sure
of the measure. He added water to
within a finger's breadth of the top,
dranlt a. third of the mixture, nnd

his eeat with a Ugh, gluef
in hand. '
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"That just gets to the spot where
my old fever left a hole. 1 hopo you
will always enjoy good health, Mr.
Kettle, me man, and not want a
'morning' till you're mastor of your
own ship and havo a mate to do the
work for you. If you stick to Hor-
ner's Perfect Cure, that Mrs. Famish
brought you up on, you'll have little
to complain of in the way of Internal
trouble."

"That you, sir, I'm pretty regular.
I put in my two doses of Horner's
every week, and renp tho benefit. As
for a 'morning,' a chief officer's pay
on a tramp Blmply won't run to it,
IT lie takes a bottle of beer with his
dinner."

"Especially If he wants to save up
for his evenings ashore when he feels
it's up to him to give the girls n
treat." Captain Famish "winked a
damp eye. "Pretty little piece that
you wero trotting- - round Cathedral
Square In Vera Cruz, Owen, me man."

The mate laughed. "She was giv-

ing me Spanish lessons, sir. But I
didn't know we met you."

Owen Kettle was the son of Cap-
tain Famish's old skipper, and after
he old man went down wth his ship

In the China Seas, the Famishes had
brought up the boy with their own
children. Mrs. Famish ruled that
household with a rod of Malacca,
and during Captain Saturday Far-niBh- 's

brief spells ashore, when his
tongue had been lubricated into in-

discretions, he often received stripes
even in the bosom of his family, as
all Merseyslde Terrace, Birkenhead,
knew full well, to Its grim amuse-
ment.

Even now the narrow house In the
narrow street across the river at
Liverpool was the only place that
Kettle considered as home through-
out all the marches of the universe,
and though the chance of service had
thrown him on the Norman Towers
as chief officer to his own foster-fathe- r,

and though they addressed
one another by those formal titles
which the hard and fast etiquette of
the sea sets out its rubrics, there
remained under i surface much of
the old careless, if undefined affec-
tion.

"Well," said Captain Famish, "as
the old woman Isn't here to object
God bless her' and we zbm to have
made a goodish run, I think I'd rer
peat the prescription. You might
make It up, me man. It'll be practice
for you when you have a ship of your
own, and have to know how to pour
out whisky without overloading the
dose. And put the bottle back on
its shelf, and shut the wash-stan-so'- s

my steward isn't tempted. Wei
hero's "

Hut Captain Farish's genial toast
remained unvoiced, and he sat back
heavily in the big broken-springe- d

velvet chair, with the beverage slop-
ping over the edge of his tumbler.

Kettle followed his gaze. Framed
In the brass ring of a port was the
bilious face of Mr. Andrew Little,
the chief engineer, and in front of
it the black and damnatory forefinger
of Mr. Little pointing to the tumbler.

"At it again," muttered the mate.
And then as the face and the finger
whisked away. "Shall I go and at-

tend to liiin?" Kettle asked.
"No, no, mo man, thank you all

the same He'll pull round if we
give him time "

"He'll he ramping round the decks
preaching for any
grinning idiot who comes to hear, in-

side of ten minutes. His latest craze
is that all who do not starve them-
selves are doomed to perdition. Fancy
an officer, even though he be an
engineer, telling that to a gang ot
old sailors who are ramping to get
their full Board of Trade whack. I

don't think It's good for the chief's
inside to bo allowed the run of his
tongue when these limy fits come on
him. nnd I'm certain it's bad for the
discipline of the ship,"

"Very difficult thing to coerce a
chief engineer, as you'll learn, Mr.
Kettle, mo man, when you get a ship
of your own. You can't send him to
his room without entering the cir-
cumstance In the log, and that means
wasting tlmo over explanations at
the office ashore when yon might be
sitting with your wife at a music-hall- .

My motto's always try for toe
line of least resistance."

'.'Mr. Little's dangerous."
"Very likely, Mr. Kettle, me man,

very likely. But I tackle trouble
when It comes. I don't go and hunt
for it like you do, and It's astonish-
ing how much one slips out of If one
follows that principle. There's thai

nigger, for Instance, that you were
Blubbing your toe against half an
hour ago,"

"He's a bad nigger that, bone Idle,
nnd saucy. But I'll make him Into
a good do;? before I'm through with
with hlrn,"

"Dlil he ever try to knife you ?"

. ,.
"Oaly U'lce that I could bo sure

J of."
' VT!- whyjnjthunder, dldt,,you

51c? his wtapon' over into the, ditch

when you had it there lying on the
deck before you?"

"Because 1 Intended to show the
swine 1 wasn't nfrald of him."

"I believe you rcnlly like trouble."
The little mate sighed deeply," "I

am afraid I do, air."
"I wonder whore you got your

taste from. It couldn't bo from your
upbringing. I'm sure you never got
A hankering for trouble from either
me or the old woman, though when
one comes to think of It, your pore
father"

"Yes, Blr?"
"Well, he was Welsh, Owen, mc

man, and we'll leave It at that. But
I will say that at any rate there's
nothing of. the thief about you, and
I never cnught you in a Ho In all
your life Well, Mr. Mate, don't let
mo keop you from your duty."

With which formal dismissal Cap-
tain Saturday Farnlsh drank the rest
qf his whisky and water, closed hU
eyes, opened his mouth, nnd was
promptly asleep.

The smart, keen, chlof officer Btep
ped out into the sunshine, and from
place to place on tho seedy under-
manned steamer went about his many
duties, walking crisply, talking crisp-
ly, getting a maximum of work dour
with the limited means at his dls
nosal. They were voyaging from
Vera Cruz to Liverpool; had passed
out of the Gulf Stream through the
Bahamas, south of the island of

baco. by that channel known to
lie Western Ocean sailor folk as the
lole In the Wall; and were well out
n the Sargasso Sea.

So far as the eye could see the
nly things that floated on the tur-nois-

blue swells were bunches ot
mniir-vello- w weed. The steamer'1-nl- y

hlack bows sawed regularly Y

nd down, always pimhing a crum
iMng easende of white water ahead
f her.

But this day a portent was show-l- g

Itself that even Captain Famish'"
nsy-goln- g temperament could not af

"ord to overlook. The engines ha''
ong since dropped that Pteady uni
'orm rub-- a rumble e which

steamer's engines should keep up
"rom port to port (or at any rate
'rom soundings to soundings'), am1
vere giving forth that labored kick

which one only hears in
i arrow waters and crowded traffic
Vnd even this was slowing down.

Further, there was obvious trouble
imong the engine-roo- staff. Tin
lender watches of firemen and trim
vms were bunched on the fiddle'--r- :

the second and fourth engineers
iith verv young ni"n. were stnndlir
u'slde the engine room do"r in' th

)ort alleyway, openly perturbed, oh
vlously ignorant of what to do next

"I don't like it. Mr. Kettle, nv
man," Captain Famish kept on say
"ng, "I don't like it at all. That ir
"ernnl Mr. Little has been at som
if his mad tricks 'gain, and scarer"
ill those ash cats out of their greas'
'ives. If 1 send for the fellow, imf
'ie's one of those luny fits on him
'ie'11 preach offensively to me on tin

eed of fasting, and it'll mean a row;
uid if I don't send for him he'll as
ike as not keep us rolling on her

till I do send for him, and that'll taki
some explaining at Liverpool; and
between you and me, Mr. Kettle, me
man, I'm in a devil of a fix."

"I ought to have sent Little to
hospital at Vera Cruz, but it would
have meant a, lot of letter-writin- g

ind cabling, and signing a stack of
'onsular papers. I hate signing pa
pers; you never know what they let
you in for. I don't like to send foi
him, but I suppose I'd better hear
what he has to say. Could you er
just get him int the chart house
here, .Mr. Keti

"Yes, sir, understand. Quite in-

formally. Better not send a mes-
sage. I'll go for him myself."

"That's the Idea, Mr. Kettle, me
man, and bring him back yourself,
and then stand by while we talk."

"Aye, aye, sir."
The mate walked briskly out, and

made for the two white-face- d juniors
who were standing at the engine-roo-

door.
"The chief's in his room," said one

of them.
"My God, Kettle, he means death

for every man on board," snlil the
other.

"Oh. don't worry your small heads
about that," said the mate confident-
ly. "The old man's quite competent
to attend to Mr. Little and the ship,
too."

The chief engineer's room was Just
inside the door, and stood at the
head of the ladder which led to the
depths of the engine-roo- below, and
at this moment Little himself ap-

peared, He was stark naked, his
face drawn and white, his body thin
as an Indian fakir's. He had a
cook's broad meat-a- x in his hand, and
his lips were drawn, back from his
teeth like those of a snarling dog,

The mate delivered his message as
though such a get-u-p was the most
ordinary uniform of shipboard life.

"Captain Farnlsh sends .his com-
pliments, sir, and would be glad to
see you In the chart house."

"Stand out of my path,"
"At once, sir, he said,"
"Stand aside,"
"Perhaps, If you're not feeling verj

well this morning, sir, you would
allow me to take your arm."

The mndraan rushed and made a
vicious slash with his ax. Kettle
dodged, and the blow skimmed his
sleuve. Then, with the lightning
quIcknesB of a man who had been
used 'all his life to rough and tum-
ble fighting, he jumped for the en-

gineer and tried to trip him' to th'e
deck. But he could get no hold, Mr
Little hud rubbed himself from had
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to foot with oil till he was ns slip-

pery rb nn eol, and, moreover, he
had all of a mndman's Btrongth. Ket-

tle found hlmsolt slimed from top to
toe, nnd flung vlolontly against tho
Iron Bide of tho house, nnd Little
raced away forward, ax In hand.

"For God's sake lot him go," said
the second engineer, "nnd lot's hope
ho Jumps overboard, He's as good
as murdered the wholo lot of ub."

"Whnt do you mean? Has he put
dynnmlto In your coffec-inll-l down
there or something? Horo you, both
of you, If thero's anything wrong
with the engines, got below at once
and put It straight."

But the engineers did not move.
"It's worse than that," said the

BpokcBmnn gloomily. "He's done us
In the oye over the coal. He mndc
us believe there wero two more
bunkers full, easily enough for the
run home to Liverpool, and like
d d fools wc bcltoved him. You
see, we only joined at Vera Cruz.
Ho'd run all his engineers and stoke-
hold crew out of the ship, because
well, because "

"Oh, get a move on you."
"Well, there Isn't half n ton ot coal

left on tho boat, and we're In the
loneliest pnrt of all tho lonely seas
and here I guess we'll stay till we
rot. There isn't one chance in ten- -

thousand of any steamer turning up
thnt could tow us into port or oven
take ub off. My God, look at
that bubbly yellow 'eed ovar the side
there."

CHAPTER II.
Voyage of the Life Boat.

HIS," said Captain Saturday
Famish, "is the end ofmc
professionally. I shan't b"
able to keep up my Insur

ance, and If I die, it will mean
workhouse for the old woman." He
tried to steady himself for a moment
and then hiccoughed behind his hand.

"Oh, things will come all right, sir
nt the office when they're explained,"
said the mate. "You aren't a doctor
You can't be responsible for Mr. Lit-
tle going off his head."

"When you have been at sea longer.
Owen, me man, you'll understand
that a shipmaster is expected to be
doctor, lawyer, commercial agent,
and clerk of the weather, and If he
ails at any one of those jobs or at

'orty others when they come along
'le's sacked (although he may been
with the firm for forty years), and
here are ten men waiting in Uk
inter office, ready to take on his bil
et for less pay. It's a dog'sh life,
he sea, Owen, me man. and on n

'oyage one Is seldom able to get p

'ull whack of sleep. r at remindsh
ne. I think I'll just have a peg and
ldulge 'n a few minutes' snoosh. "S

lothing else to be done. Presently,
'lien we begin to starve. I s'pose T

hall have to sfand round and se"
'hat the men don't eat one another."

"There's Mr. Little, sir, on th- -

fore crosstrees. Any message, sir?"
Captain Famish looked drearily at

the broken caster of his easy-chair- ,

and tried without success to stifle
another hiccough. "IT I could only
get the beggar to his room."

"Aye, aye, sir," said the mate
briskly, "I'll tell him you order him
to go there," and with that betook
himself to the outer deck, and closed
the chart-hous- e door on the hook
behind him.

On the main deck below there were
gathered the whole of the Norman
Towers' company. And high upon
the steamer's drab foremast, perched
ridiculously on the clumsy iron cross-tree-

the .white naked body of the
chief engineer stood out vividly
igainst the cobalt of the midday sky.
He was preaching to the congrega-
tion in an elaborately conventicle
voice, and they, with the seafarers'
susceptibility to sudden, hot, religious
Influences, were listening witli strain-
ing ears.

Mr. Kettle, the mate, ran crisply
down the ladder. "Clear a gangway
here, you sons of fools," 'he ordered
sharply. And then, "Fore crosstrees.
there! Captain's orders, sir; will
you go to your room at onee?"

By not so much as the, dicker of
an eyelash did the madman show
that he had heard the interruption.
He mouthed on with his discourse.
The sun, staring from the hot sky
above, was already beginning to
scorch the skin of his white back to
an angry pink.

"Fast, I tell you," he thundered
down at his listeners, "fast If ye
'o"''l find salvation; and that there

should be no backsliders I, even I,
have thrust fasting upon you. There
Is no food left upon this ship, yea
and drink also, both strong and other-
wise, such as may endure for the
space of two weeks, and after thnt
'woe, woe to the man that shall not
take to fasting with prayer and free
will. Hell shall have him hungry."

"Just because you can't do arith-
metic accurately, Mr. Little," said
the mate acidly, "we may starve,
and men may die, but each one will
have to report wherever he lands
thnt he's got thora because of an
engineer who's incompetent at his
Job."

"I'm as capable at my profession
as any engineer on all tho seas. I
accept criticism from no brass-edge- d

cargb'-tallle- r whatever, and I'll bap-
tize you with blood, my son. when
I've finished attending to the
heathen."

i "Mr.. Little, there Is no getting over
(the fact of your incompetence. I'vo
seen tho evidence of it myself In
.your own shaky handwriting, and
signed by your own name. Now you'll
.agree with me that no man that ever
'lad ,been taught to wrlt could Bcraw)
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ns lllltcrnto a signature as yours."
Tho madman lifted hU nx, and was

evidently In halt a mind to throw it
which was what Mr. Kettle, tho

mato, was angling for. But tho wan-
dering oyoB of his congregation drow
him back.

"Oh, yo of llttlo concentration," ho
Bhoutcd, "by whnt looso thrends ,aro
your bits of souls tethered! By skirt
yo arc led aBhoro, by a small-size- d

mate ye nro driven nt sea, nnd mc
yo will not nttend to, yea, though I
offer yo snlvntlon. But by tho sun
above thnt now scorches me, ego, vos
precodons. will drag you aftor mc to
Paradise."

"You couldn't do It." said the mnte.
"You're as Incompetent either to
load or drive In the straight path, as
you are to make out an ncourate
estimate of distance run, and conl
remaining in bunkers. Man, there's
no getting over tho evidence of your
own daily engine-roo- roports. They'd-disgrac-

a bigamist, sailing his first
trip In a dngo tramp's Btokc-hold- .

They"
"Whiz'" came the ax, winking a?

It spun downward through tho south-
ern sunlight The mato dodged It
deftly, and It skated along the decks
between two shrinking lines of men;
and then, plucking a greenhenrt be
iitying-pl- n from the rail. Kettle rat'
forward and swung himself Into the
fore rigging.

He went up the ratlines at racing
'peed, nnd the naked man on the
rosstrees lenped to his feet, and

itood balancing there with one hnn'i
.in the starboard topmast shroud
swaying to the roll of the ship.

"You are bringing me food," he
screamed; "you shall not make me
lose my high-clas- s soul by forcing me
to break my fast. I will swim to
Liverpool, and report you to the
Board of Trade." And with that,
waiting cannlly till the Norman
Towers rolled to starboard, and the
deep blue of the "irgasso Sea lay
beneath him, he Jumped outward, and
lived feet foremost.

Mr. Kettle's action was prompt
enough. Even while the madman
was In midair, ho hailed to officer
on the watch below to lower away
the starboard quarterboat. The mad-
man was brought on board, dried,
dressed, and deposited in his own
room, the door of hich a leisurely
carpenter proceeded to decorate with
hasp and padlock.

The mate inarched smartly off to
he chart house to report He knock-d- ,

lifted the hook, and opened, the
loor, and grasped the situation at a
glance. Captain Saturday Furnish
had indulged In that one more peg
ind several others to ram It home.

The mate stepped Inside, nnd this
time shut the door closely. He drew
nurtains across the side windows
that the curious might not look
through, and then made his formal
report.

"Chief engineer gone to his room,
sir."

"You're a very capable off'sr
Owen, me man. Given you a most
unpleasant job, I'm sure. Been with
you in spirit all along but couldn't
get on deck. Detained chart house,
severe malarial symptoms. Fatal, ex-
pose sea air. Stayed in here very
much against my will, taking neces-
sary drugs."

"Yes, sir, quite so. Second engi-
neer reports It's quite true about the
coal. I told him It was a trifle which
would cost him his ticket, and as
he was saucy I had to attend to him.
But that doesn't get over the coal
and the grub. One we haven't got.
the other we shall have less of every
day. My Idea, sir, was that you'd
like me to rig a life-boa- t, and go
off and see if I couldn't pick up as-
sistance. I was sure you'd think
each moment was of Importance, as
every bit ot delay means so much
more food and drink consumed, and
you'd want me to be off at once."

"But where to. Owen, me man?
You're not likely to find a boat to
tow us this side New Jerusalem."

"There's some sort of a steam lane
from the Northern Ports to the West
Indies about twelve degrees Bouth of
where we are now, sir, and I con-
cluded you'd like me to 'sail down
to cut that, and then if I didn't see
anybody, hold on backward and across
till I did."

"You couldn't find tho old packet
again, once you'd left her. Much bet-
ter stay 'n let's all starve comfortably
together."

"I Bhall take note of the current
sets and the wind from day to day,
sir, and shan't be far out In calculat-
ing your drift. They rubbed that
sort of thing pretty wall Into one In
the navigation school. I think you
may expect me back with assistance
Insido a week."

Captain Farnlsh applied a hand-
kerchief to his eyes. "You'll excuse
these tears, Owen, me man, but
prospect mosht distressful. Mosht
distressing to 'die ont here like a
black beetle In a kerosene ' can,

unwept for. And my stew-
ard tells me whisky's running out."

"Yes, air, the Towers' going to be
a dry ship till I get back with re-
lief. Then I may take it to bo youi
wish that I should got under way at
once?"

"At onche," said Cnptnln Farnlsh
with much graylty.

Captain Famish's head dropped
upon his breast, and he permitted
himself to snore with Tellef.

"Then good-by- sir."
"Qoo-by,- "

The big, re velvet arm-chai- r In
which Captain Saturday Farnjsh re-
posed Jarred up and down 'on its
broken castor with every. roll. of the
ship, and before loavlng, the mate
took down NArle's .Epltbrm? of Nivl- -
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gntlon from tho bookshelf, nnd Bhored
It up on n steady baso. Then ho net

his watch by tho ship's chronomotor,
and went out once more on dock naJ
gave crisp and lucid commando to
thoso concerned In tho rigging and
victualing of tho port llto-boa- t.

Ills Inst action botoro loavlng wrb
to chnngo the uniform that tho cMol
engineer had slimed with oil for n
fresh rig. It is not many mon who
would have given thought for their
clotlics before starting on an opon
bont voyage In mid-Atlant- that
could only bo classed ns desporate,
but I can merely report Mr. Kettl
as I found him.

The mate's cholco of crew for th
life-bo- at was also typical ot tho Man.
Skill would be needed for tho trip,
strength, endurance, and above all
things, ohedience. And yet Mr. Ket
tie knowing to tho full tho wooknoM
of every member of the Norman
Towers complement, dollboratoly
picked ns his associates tho five
worst men on board. Ho oven In-

cluded among them tho black who
only thnt morning hnd tried to knife
him.

When the life-boa- t was ready, Mr.
Cettle looked up at tho row of wor-
ried faces that stared down at him
'rom the steamer's rail, gave a curt
vnve, and ordered his man to bIiovo

ntt.
"And now," said he, "do any ot

on farmerB know how to sail a
irnt?"

It appeared that none ot them did.
""hey 'wore steamer sailors all ot
''em, able to drive a winch, paint
nd clean paint, take a wheel, or
'g a derrick.

"Well," said the mate with an un-

wind grin, "I'll tench you, and when
vou next step ashore, If over yon get
here, you'll be smart enough fore-an-

titters to call as deck-hand- s in
an American Cup rnce. But dead or
alive, you've just one use at present

and that's as ballast. Pile your-
selves up to windward."

They did It sullenly.
"You with the bald head there,

smile. D'ye hear me, you son of n
? Smile, or by James, I'll

knock your yellow teeth down your
hroat. Don't you dnre to throw

black looks at me. Now we'll just
call watches. I'm captain, and' I'll
take port. Jenkins, as you've the
inly clean face at your end of the
"loat, I'll appoint you chief officer,
ind you take the starboard watch,
'..et me see! I'll give you the Dutch-
man, and Baldy here, with the win-
ning smile. And that leaves me 01-se- n

and the Senegamblan, who still'
hlnks he's going to get that plg-kni-

of his Into my ribs before we're
'hrough with this boat trip. Well,
Mr. Jenkins, as we're shipping a good
leal of water you can set your star-bo- v

lines to ball, and the port watch
an shake out a reef. She'll carry a

'lit more canvas, if she's humored.
nnd time's the essence of the eontract.
''ust now if we're to save tne Tow-
ers."

Rapidly behind them tho disabled
steamer dipped out of sight below
he sierra of the horizon, and pres-
ently they had the heaving circus ot
ocean to themselves. A puff ot
squall poured down against them.
Kettle luffed not an Inch but kept the
boat rigidly n her course. The
wave-top- s (as he intended) poured,
in over tho lee gunwale.

"Ball, you sinful malingers," he
bnwled at them. "Ball and keep your
egs dry and the ship affoat, I'll at-

tend to your souls when the time
comes. Mr. Jenkins, you come aft
and take the lee tiller beside me.
You've got to learn to handle the
boat sometimes, and a nice light
breeze like this Is just the time to
begin. There you are! Now you've
got her all by your shivering self,
ind mind you keep her ramping full.
Don't you dare to luff for a Toot of
wave-top.- "

The men were scared and sullen,
and the method of their schooling
was brntal, but they Improved hour
by hour. There was a spare tiller
in the boat, a lusty cudgel of oak.
and this the mate used vigorously
over their heads and Bhouldera when-
ever they were slow, or dense, or In
any way short of the perfect seaman.
Discipline was carried on in big-shi-p

fashion. They fed at appointed houre
on a sparing ration; they drank lime-juic- e

In their musty water, as or-

dained by the British Board of Trade;
and bells were struck every halt-ho- ur

on a tin' bucket with dlng-don-

regularity.

(To be Continued)

World ero Race Planned.

Three hundred thousand dollars will
be oflered in prizes for a race around
the world in any kind of motor-drive- n

aircraft, tho racers to start from San
Francisco in 1015. The proposietion is
to have the race under the auspices of
the Panama-Pacifi- c exposition. The
route suggested starts from San Fran-
cisco through Reno, Nov., and Chey-
enne, Wyo,, and from there through,
either Kansas City, St. Louis or Chi-
cago to New York. Arnold Kruckman,.
manager of the bureau of aoronautics-o-f

the fair, will have the racing ar-
rangements in charge.

Pictures Sent by able
' Within a year, acronl'nK; tn Profes-

sor Von Glatzel of Berlin, it may
by the selenium method of

Professor Alfred Korn of Munich, to
transmit pictures across the ALantlc
Professor Korn has already sent pic-
tures 100 miles by wire.
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